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I had for practically the first time, owing to the better
performance of "Vaivode," been able to fly high above
the bumps and heated belt of air. This made an
enormous difference to the comfort of the journey.
On nearly every other occasion I have had to grind
along in the bumps, and in addition, in summer, the
heat, I landed after Summers at Ramadi, and had to
come in from the direction of the Bitumen Pools. I
used engine to help me over the last trenches, but
otherwise made a gentle pleasant landing.

Ramadi to Hinaidi. I decided to finish up at night.
Summers could not come on with me, as he had no
night-flying gear on his Vernon* It was just getting
dusk when I started off. I was in my shirt-sleeves and
pretty dirty at the end of a long day's flying. I took
off, as I landed, in an easterly direction, without flares.
I made across over the river in the blue-grey falling
twilight and watched the sky fade from blue to grey, and
grey to an indefinite dimness, an indistinguishable haze
of obscurity. The visibility, apart from this, was actually
very low. It was dark enough for the lights of Fellujah
to shine out as we passed it, and then I set off by compass,
It was by now quite dark and the stars had come out,
but Orion's belt, that I used to fly by last year, did not
appear to be there. I set a compass course for Hinaidi.
On, on I went in the darkness, which hooded me with
a blindness that was, in a way, menacing. The horizon
was not clear, and it was a bit of a strain flying* Occa-
sionally I looked round at my second pilot's form dimly
silhouetted beside me, with the tiniest reflection of light
on his face from the instrument lights. I tried to pierce
the obscurity to see whether I was over cultivation or
desert, I wished I had asked them to fire up rockets